TOM : Promise.

JOY : Uncle Tom, are you very happy ?

TOM : Very, my dear. Why ?

JOY : I knew you were really. I just wanted to

hear you say so.

TOM (meaning it} : What a strange, strange girl

it is.

[The small voice of a small clock strikes three.

JOY : I don't want to go back. Oh, I don't want

to go back.

TOM : I don't want you to. Your mother must

let you come back again.

JOY (meaninglessly) : Yes.

TOM :  Hadn't you better put your hat and

coat on ? That was three.

JOY : Yes, Uncle Tom.

[She stares at him for a moment; then, going to
him, gently, gravely winds her arms about his neck
while his forehead puckers at the unexpectedness of
her fondy sad kisses. Bewildered slightly, he none
the less pats her shoulders with avuncular encourage-
ment; until, forgetting their relationship, he kisses
and caresses her very much as he might have done
the fast MRS. MOONLIGHT. Then we hear that
shrill cab-whistle being blown outside ; and JOY
hears it too, and clutches her UNCLE TOM all the
tighter.
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